SAND   AND   FOAM

your child to sleep, and in writing the last
line of your poem.

*

We choose our joys and our sorrows
before we experience them.

*
Sadness Is but a wall between two gardens*

When  either  your   joy  or  your  sorrow
becomes great the world becomes small*

Desire Is half of life; Indifference is half of
death.

The bitterest thing In our to-day's sorrow is
the memory of our yesterday?s joy*

They say to me, c*Yoti must needs
between the pleasures of this world and the
peace of the next world/*

And I say to them, "I have chosen both the
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